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NUPTIAL FONDNESS, 


OR THE DEAD ALIVE. 


The English love their wives with much passion ; 
the Hollanders with much prudence. The English, 
when they give their hands, frequently give their 
hearts; the Dutch give the hand, but wisely keep 
the heart in their own possession. The English love 
with violence, and expect love in return ; the Dutch 
are satisfied with the slightest acknowledgements, for 
they give little away. The English expend many 
of the matrimonial comforts in the first year; the 
Dutch frugally husband out their pleasures, and are 
always constant, becaure they are always indifferent. 

There seems very little difference between a Dutch 
bridegroomand a Dutch husband, both are equally 
possessed ef the same cool unexpecting serenity ; 
they see neither elysium nor paradise behind the cur- 
tain; and yiffrow is not more a goddess on the wed- 
ding night, than after twenty years’ matrimonial ac- 
quaintance. On the other hand, many of the English 
marry, in order to keep one happy month in their 
lives; they seem incapable of looking beyond that 
period; they unite in hopes of finding rapture, and, 
disappointed in that, disdain even to accept of hap- 
piness. From hence we see open hatred ensue ; or 
what is worse, concealed disgust, under the appear- 
ance of fulsome endearment. Much formality, great 
civility, and studied compliments exhibited in public, 
cross looks,sulky silence, or open recrimination, fill up 
their howrs of private entertainment. 

Hence I am taugit, whenever I see a new mar- 
tied couple more than ordinarily fond before faces, to 
consider them as attempting to impose upon the com- 
pany or themselves either hating each other heartily, 
or consuming that stock of love in the beginning of 
their course, which should serve them through the 
whole jeurney. Neither side should expect those 
instances of kindness, which are inconsistent with true 
freedom or happiness to bestow. Love, when found- 
ed in the heart, will show itself in a thousand un- 
premeditated sallies of fondness; but every cool 
deliberate exhibition of the passion, only argues little 
understanding, or great insincerity. 

Choang was the fondest husband, and Hansi the 
most endearing wife, in all the kingdom of Corea : 
they were a pattern of conjugal bliss ; the inhabitants 
of the country around saw, and envied their felicity; 
where Choang came, Hansi was sure to follow ; and 
in all the pleasures of Hansi, Choang was admitted 
#@ partner. They walked hand in hand whenever 
they appeared, showing every mark of mutual satis- 
faction ; their love was so great, that it was thought 
nothing could interrupt their mutual peace ; when 
an accident happened, which in some measure dimin- 
ished the -husband’s ‘assurance of his wife’s fidelity ; 
for love so refined as his, was subject to a thousand 
little disquietudes, 

Happening to go one day alone among the tombs 
that lay at some distance from his house, he there 
perceived a lady dressed in the deepest mourning, 
fanning the wet clay that was raised over one of the 
graves with alarge fan which she held in her hand : 
Choang, who had early been taught wisdom in the 
school of Lao, was unable to assigu a cause for the 
present employment; and coming up civilly demand- 
ed the reason. Alas! replied the lady, her eyes 
bathed io tears, how is it possible to survive the loss 


“BORN TO NO MASTER, OF NO SECT ARE WE.”’ 


of my husband, who lies buried in this grave! he 
was the best of men, the tenderest of husbands; 
with his dying breath he bid me never marry again, 
till the earth over his grave should be dry; and here 
vou see me steadily resolving to obey his will, and 
endeavouring to dry it with hisfan. I haveemploy- 
ed two whole days in fulfilling his commands, and am 
determined not to marry till they are punctualiy 
obeyed, even though his grave should take up four 
days in drying. 

Choang, who was struck with the widow’s beauty, 
could not, however, avoid smiling at her haste to be 
married ; but concealing the cause of his mirth, civ- 
illy invited her home, adding, that he had a wife who 
might be capable of giving her some consolation. As 
soon as he and his guest were returned, he imparted 
to Hansi in private what he had seen, and could not 
avoid expressing his uneasiness, that such might be his 
own case, if his dearest wife should one day happen 
to survive him. 

It is impossible to describe Hansi’s resentment at 
so unkind a suspicion. As her passion for him was 
not only great, but extremely delicate, she employed 
tears, anger, frowns and exclamations, to chide his 
suspicions ; the widow herself was inveighed against, 
and Hansi declared she wasresolved never te sleep 
under the same roof with a wretch, who, like her, 
could be guilty of such bare-faced inconstancy. 
The night was cold and stormy ; however, the stran- 
ger was obliged to seek another lodging, for Choang 
was not disposed to resist, and Hansi would have her 
away. 

The widew had scarcely been gone an hour when 
an old disciple of Choang’s whom he had not seen 
for many vears came to pay him a visit. He was 
received with the utmost.ceremony, placed in the 
most sip Sgtane Pare at supper, and the wine began 
to circulate wi\h great freedom. Choang and Hansi 
exhibited open marks of mutual tenderness and un- 
feigned reconciliation. Nothing could exceed their 
apparent happiness : so fond an husband, so obedient 
a wife, few could behold without regretting their own 
infelicity. When,lo! their happiness was at once 
disturbed by a most fatal accident. Choang fell life- 
less in an apoplectic fit upon the floor. Every meth- 
od was used for his recovery, butin vain. Hansi was, 
at first, inconsolable forhis death: after some hours, 
however, she found spirits to read his last will. The 
ensuing day she began to moralige and talk wisdom : 
the next day shé was able tocomfort the young dis- 
ciple ; and on the third, to shorten a long story, they 
both agreed to be married. 

There was no longer mourning in the apartments, 
the body of Choang was now thrust info an old coffin, 
and piaced in one of the meanest reoms, there to lie 
unattended, until the time prescribed by the law for 
his interment. In the mean time, Hansi and the young 
disciple were arrayed inthe most magnificent habits ; 
the bride wore in ber nose a jéwel of immense price, 
and her lover was dressed in all the finery of his for- 
mer master, together with a pair of artificial whisk- 
ers that reached his bosom. The hour of their nup- 
tials were arrived. The whole family sympathized 
with their approaching happiness; the apartments 
were brightened up with lights that diffused a lustre 
more bright than noon day. The lady expected her 
youthful lover with impatience ; when his servant in- 


BOSTON, SATURDAY EVENING AUGUST 14, 1824. 


ee ae en ae 


(Vor. I. New Series. 





would be mortal, unless the heart of a man lately 
dead could be obtained, and applied to his breast. She 
scarce waited to hear the end of his story, when tuck - 
ing up her cloaths, she ran with a mattock in her hand 
to the coffin where Choang lay, resolving to apply 
the heart of her dead husband as a cure for the liv 
ing. She therefore struck the lid with the utmost 
violence. In afew blows the coffin flew open, when 
the body, which to all appearance had been dead, 
began to move, Terrified at the sight, Hansi drop- 
ped the mattock, and Choang walked out, astoaish- 
ed at his own situation, his wife’s unusual magnifi- 
cence, and her more amazing surprize. He went 
among tne apartments, unable to conceive the cause 
of so much splendor. He was not long in suspense 
before his domestics informed him of every transac- 
tion since he first became insensible. He could scarce- 
ly believe what they told him, and went in pursuit of 
Hansi herself, in order to receive more certain infor- 
mation, or to reproach her infidelity, but she pre- 
vented his reproaches : he found her weltering in her 
blood ; for she had stabbed herself to the heart, being 
unable to survive her shame and disappointment. 

Choang being a philosopher, was too wise to make 
any loud lamentations: he thought it was best to 
bear his loss with serenity ; so mending up the old 
cofin where he had lain himse}f, he placed bis faithless 
spouse in his room, and unwilling that so many nup- 
tial preparations should be expended in vain, he, the 
same night, married the widow with the large fan, 

As they both were apprized at the foibles of each 
other beforehand, they knew how to excuse them af- 
ter marriage. ‘They lived together for many years in 
great tranquillity, and not expecting much rapture, 
made a shift to find contentment. 
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BIOGRAPHY OF EDMUND KEAN, 


Continued. 


His merciless enemies, however, did not rest satis- 
ed with this ;—to have driven him from the stage, 
and reduced him and his family to a state nearly ap- 
proaching to starvation, was not enough. They per- 
sisted in their attacks upon him, and compelled him 
at length to quit the town, and take refuge in its 
out-skirts. They believed that their triumph over 
him would not be complete until they had reduced 
him to unconditional submission, and this they were 
determined, if possible, to effect. But they bad mis- 
taken the man with whom they had te deal; and 
though his distress daily increased, his spirit still rose 
saperior to persecution. At length some strangers 
on the Island, who had been seen and admired him 
at Weymouth, applied to Governor Doyle on his be- 
half, and the Governor warmly espousing his cause, 
immediately offered to become responsible for the 
trifling debts which he had contracted, and which 
did not exceed twenty pounds. This welcome act 
of friendship, though it freed him from all present fear, 
opened ne prospects for the future, and it became a 
serious quastion—what was nextto be done? His 
profassion seemed atthe moment totally lost to him, 
and that of 4rms secmed now to answer the fairest 
chance of success. Accordingly, he applied to the 
Governor; informed him of the resolution he had 
taken, and asked his assistanee in the occomplish- 





formed her that his master had fallen in a fit, which! ment of his object, which was readily promised, 
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though at the same time, the Governor fairly pointed \the Committee to stem the torrent had proved una- Zilim lives!? He bowed, and thus began: ‘ Hail ! 
ont to him the little prospect there was of being able |vailing :—~in a word, the house was literally desert- | fairest of thy sex! This turban and this sword I 


to support a family on the pay of a subaltern. To 
this, Kean replied, ‘that he was aware of the weight 
of this objection, but his wife had often been obliged 
to eat of the cameleon’s dish, and the inconvenien- 
ces likely to occur in the new character could not 
possibly amount to a total denial! of comforts, for what 
family could starve upon four and nine-pence a day ? 
As to his children, ove of them was certainly an in- 
fant, but the other two years old, and had already, 
made a considerable advance in the business of the 
stage, arid could support his brother till that brother 
was able to act for himself.” On the mention of the 
extraordinary abilities of this child, the Governor ex- 
pressed a wish te witness them ; and the astonish- 
ment which he felt at the child’s talents, which 
could only be attributed to the instructions of the 
father. induced him in the warmth of the moment, 
to request the latter to recite some favourite scene. 
Kean selected that in which Jago speaks of the 
handkerchief, and the Governor was so delighted 
with his deliniation of the two characters, that he 
immediately retracted his promise of military patron- 
age, declaring that it would be a crime to withdraw 
such talent from its proper sphere, and offering him 
at the same time assistance in his profession. 

The favor of the Governor, though it silenced his 
enemies, and shielded him in a great measure from 
their persecutions, was not sufficient to render him 
popular, consequently his benefit did not produce 
a sufficient sum to discharge his friendly debt, and 
pay for the passage of himselfand family to England. 
It was just after the acquital of the Princess of 
Wales from the infamous charges of Lady Douglas, 
and that event of course formed the principal topic 
of public conversation. He determined on adver- 
tising the appearance of his infant son in a new 
pantomime, and skilfully availing himself of the 
excitement of the public mind, privately circulated 
a report that Lady Douglas was to be present on 
the occasion. The scheme answered completely ; 
those whom the greatest exertions of genius would 
have failed to attract ; crowded to his Theatre, a 
room in a public-house,.in hopes of gaining a sight 
of that artful and abandoned woman. While all 
eyes were anxiously employed in watching for her 
entrance, the seats, which had been temporarily 
erected for the occasion, suddenly gave way be- 
meath the pressure, and the audience fell to the 
ground. No serious accident occurred, and the ac- 
tivity of Kean soon prepared another room for the 
reception of the company. The produce of this 
benefit was sufficient for his present purpose, and 
he determined to return to Weymouth. Onhis de- 
parture, Governor Doyle, who was highly pleased 
with the talents of the child, generously offered to 
take its education upon himself; bat to this pro- 
posal Kean could not bring himself to consent. On 
hia arrival at Weymouth, an opportunity offered of 
testifying his resentment of the ill-treatment which 
he had received from the manager. He found the 
company playing to empty benches, and peremp- 
‘orilly refused the solicitations of the manager, who 
noped by this means to reinstate himself in the 
public favour. Brighter prospects now began to 
dawn upon him, and he received offers from Taun- 
{on and Dorchester, at each of which places in 
succession he accepted an engagement. At the 
latter place, Kean was performing by turns in ev- 
“ry Walk of the Drama ; Tragedy, Comedy, Opera, 
santomime,——nothing came amiss to him. Indeed 
\¢ appears most to have delighted the Natives in 

ie latter: bis harlequin leaps, it is said, being most 
‘xtraordinary. 

Dr. Drury, who had marked the aspiring origi- 
‘iily of bis genius, and the rapid strides with 
wich he was advancing towards perfection, saw 
iON as Exeter in 1813, and was so struek with his 
sctrormonce, that he immediately wrote to Mr. 
ascoe Grenfell, one of the managing Committee 
f Drury-Lane Theatre, recommending that a trial 
oud be granted him there, and observing, that 
16 alove was capable of sustaining the declining 
vortunes of the theatre. Drury-Lane was then on 
‘ae verze of ruin: there seemed to be a spell cast 
aver at, Gaderthe influence of which nothing eould 
sfospet—uovelty after novelty had been produced 
‘a vVain—the tide of public opinion set stronaly 


L@ ast (he establishment, and all the exertions of more? Just Heaven! By all the powers above, my 


ied. It was at this critical moment that Mr. Gren- 
‘fell received the communication, which he immed- 


found scattered on the bloody field. No more I 
know. Isawhimnot; but much I fear thy Zilim 


liafely imparted to the other members of | the si fell.” She cried, ‘ by Heaven, my Zilim lives!” 


mittee, and they decided upon sending Mr. Arnold, 
who was then stage manager at Drury-Lane, to 
Dorchester, to determine upon the correctness of 
the intimation. The parts which Kean performed 
on the nights of Mr. Arnold’s visit, were Octavian 
in The Mountaineers, ane Kanko in The Savages, 
founded on the story of La Perouse. Mr. Arnold 
immediately resolved to secure his talents for Dru- 
ry-Lane : he invited him. to breakfast with him the 
next morning; and so satisfied did he feel that 
Kean was capable of fulfilling all the expectations 
of the Committee, that, without waiting ‘or further 
instructions from them, he immediately entes 4 in- 
to an Engagement with him for three years, at an 
increasing salary of eight guineas a week for the 


first year, ten for the second, and twelve for the: 


third. But the pleasant anticipations which. this 
circumstance was calculated to inspire, were damp- 
ed by the death of his eldest son, which took place 
on the same day. His engagement at Dorchester 
still wanted three weeks of its completion : in the 
mean while the London papers wete busily em- 
ployed in collecting the floating rumours, and in 
raising the public expectation; while on the other 
hand, the provincial Editors began to open their 
eyes to his claims, and: to laud, him to the skies. 
Assoon as he was at liberty he set out for London, 
and on his arrival was introduced by Mr. Arnold to 
the Committee, who were induced, by his personal 
appearance, to form so humble an estimate of his 
talents, that they severely lectured Mr. Arnold for 
his want of taste and diseernment in burthening 
the Theatre with so considerable a salary, to a per- 
former so lilile likely to retrieve it from its almost 
hopeless situation. The agreement, however,could 
not be violated, and his claim upon the treasury. 
was in the first instance admitted: but before the 
second week had elapsed, a circumstance occurred 
which the Committee eagerly seized on, as a basis 
on which to found a pretence for getting rid of the 
engagement. Mr. Elliston wrote to the manage- 
ment, and claimed him as engaged at the Surry 
Theatre. It seems, that previous to Kean’s en- 
gagement at Drury. Lane, Mr. Elliston had offered 
him a situation at one of his establishments ; and 
had even gone so far as to. propose the enormous 
salary of two pounds a week-to a man who eould 
do erery thing, though at the same time, he would 
wot venture to conclude so weighty an affair with- 
out mature deliberation. Accordingly, ‘while he 
deliberated, Mr. Arnold carried off the prize, and 
he saved his money. Now, however, that he saw 
the turn which affairs were likely to take, he de- 
termined upon claiming Kean as his own. Kean 
immediately applied to Dr. Drury on the subject ; 
and having laid before the committee his corres- 
pondence with Mr. Elliston, which proved that no 
definitive arrangement had heen enfered into, was re- 
instated in his rights, and announced for his first 
appearance before a London audience on January 
26, 1814. 

Thus we see the benefit of active Friendship, to 
bring forward obscure worth, and what powerful 
aids a discerning mind may render to those under 
the shades of difficulty and the contumely of an ig- 
norant multitude. 

To be continued. 
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ZILIM AND SELENA. 
Councluded. 


She then walked serenely forth ; for conscious faith 
in Heaven had glowed her cheeks, religion soothed 
her soul, and all within was peace. So walks the 
gentle shepherd o’et the lawn, composed, nor 
dreams of evil hour; when on a sudden, lo! the 
welkin gathers, darkens, and the unexpected storm 
breaks furious over his head. She saw the ap- 
proaching messenger, and in his aspect read his hor- 
rid tale. In one hand he bore the well-koown tur- 
ban, and the other held the sword of Zilim. ‘Speak,’ 
she cried, ‘my Zilim is no more. Ah! did I say no 


Her guardian: angel heard her wondrous faith, and 
joyfully fled in search of Zilim. He found him in 
captivity. In the midst of the battle, his sword was 
dashed out of his hand by a javelin thrown with in- 
credible rapidity. The warriors, seeing their leader 
disarmed, fled; and Zilim, preferring slavery to an 
ignominious flight, was taken by the enemy. Now 
the invisible Phyla entered the tent of Zilim, and 
beheld him pensive and alone, sitting on his couch. 
It was the dead of night; when lo! the beautiful 
Sarcasta, loose and unattired, gently lifts the can- 
vass, and thus she speaks—‘ Well mayest thou seem 
- tprised, O captive stranger, that in this silent hour 
a female, as thou seest, of no mean degree, should 
thus break in upon thy peace. I come to give thee 
liberty.” * Ah, liberty.!’ cried Zilim. * Yes _stran- 
ger liberty ! I saw thee when thou wert first led in 
triumph to our camp. Isaw, and wished thee well, 
When last our_king, the great Barrossa, questioned 
thee alone, | saw thee threugh the veil that hangs 
between the king and me. I beheld thee with a 
' feeling that much exceeds compassion. Yes, gentle 
stranger, thou hast raised a sense within me, that 
makes me wish to give thee happiness. Methinks | 
read within thy breasta tender heart. Say, didst 
thou ever love ?’ Zilim, like one who sees, or dreams 
he sees, an angel, (for Sarcasta was exquisitely beau- 
tiful) remained some time dumb with astonishment. 
He gazed, and doubted all his senses. At length he 
thus replied—‘ Fair mortal, or fair spirit, for such { 
deem thou art, methinks thou speakest of liberty. 
Some generous heavenly power bath beard my prayer, 
and haply sent thee toredeem a Slave.’ She then 
drew near to Zelim, and seized his hand ; then fix- 
ed her wanton eyes upon him, sat down upon the 
couch, and said—‘ Yes, thou shalt soon be free.’ 
She raised his hand, and pressed it to her lips. Zilim 
trembled, and was all amazement. She then dis- 
played hersnowy bosom, and used every female art 
to seduce him to her will. The spirit Phyla saw, and 
dreaded the event. Alas! what virtue could resist 
such bewitching beauty ; what wonder if, for a mo- 
ment, Zilim had forgot his sacred vows? but Phyla 
wrote upon the wall the word SELENA. Zilim rais- 
ed his eyes, and caught the golden chatacters: Ile 
gazed a while, then started fromthe couch, and said 
—‘* Go, go, perfidious beauty ! Who thou art.1 know 
not = ‘tis enough, that | know thou art not mine.” 
She rose with all the rage that ever swelled the 
breast of disappointed woman. ‘Vile slave,’ she 
said, ‘ this verv hour shall be thy last. By.our great 
Prophet I’swear thou hast not yet an hour to live ! 
Just as she spake, the king Barossa rushed into 
the tent, seized her by the neck, aud stabbed his 
poniard to her heart.—‘ Die, strumpet,’ he cried, ‘1 
have heard thy perfidy, and am now revenged. 
Hadst thou, captive, yielded to her lewd desire, this 
steel had now been sheathed within thy breast.’ He 
scarce had left the tent, when on a sudden a loud 
alarm spread through all the camp: Mustapha, with 
ten thousand chosen men, had found means to sur- 
prise the army of his enemy, and advanced unoppos- 
ed even to the tent of king Barossa, Who no sooner 
saw himself surrounded, than he fell upon his owa 
sword, and thus put an end to the war. 


Now Phyla rose to Heaven, and hailed the holy 
spirit Shymal. He blessed the great God, that Zilim 
and Selena had proved themselves deserving his pro- 
tection. * Thou seest,’ said Shymal, ‘that providence 
is ever merciful to man, The mansion where the 
pair thou watchest dwelt, hath even now been swal- 
lowed by ap earthquake; and thence thou seest, it 
was meet they should be removed, else they both 
had been buried in it?s ruin. Moreover, it was or- 
dained that war should rage throughout the eastern 
world, to punish sin, till the most faithful and virtu- 
ous person upon earth should pray for peace. That 
prayer Selena lately sent to Heaven, and the eastern 
world is blest with peace. If Zilim had forgot his 
marriage-vow, he surely then had died ; and if Se- 
lena’s faith had failed, her prayer had never been 
heard. They now shall meet again, their days 
be prolonged, and they shall taste as much of happi- 
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‘mess as is consistent with mortality.” 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
REDGAUNTLET. 


The lovers of fiction are once more supplied by the 
inimitable author of Waverly with another produc- 
tion. That it will please, there is not a doubt ; like 
every thing from this writer, it bears marks character- 
istick of Sir Waiter Scott. ; 

It is not certain, however, that every reader will 
be pleased with the first pages, It is ratherthe prep- 
aration for agreat feast then the feast itself, The 
work opens at Edi gton, though the principle action 
ig on the frith of Solway, by a youvg gentleman nam- 
ed Richard Latimer, who is on a tour abeut the frith, 
and a young lawyer just commencing business. 
There is a doubt respecting Latimer’s parentage, and 
on this the whole story turgs. 

The careless, volatile mind of Latimer, in the first 
piace, leads him into many difficulties; but the pow- 
ers of his mind are gradually developed as his expe- 
rience ingreases, and he discovers traits of character 
of the Redgauntlet family, which will be found not 
to be surprising. The character of Redgauntlet is 
that of boldness, austerity and decision; he seems 
fearful, yet engaging; like a conspirator against his 
government, which he is, all his conduct is envelop- 
ed in reserve and mystery, His detaining Latimer, 
is provokingto the reader, but in the end, is found 
to be one of the most agreeable incidents in the 
whole work. . 

The young lady, who goes under the appellation of 
the‘ Green Mantle,’ ig a beautiful, interesting girl ; 
so much so, that Latimer could not resist the temp- 
tations to love her ultimately ; however, she turns 
out to be his own sister, and the reader will only re- 
gret, that we cannot marry without any regard to pro- 
pinquity. 

From Wandering Willie, the blind fiddler, the read- 
er will derive not a little amusement. Hislong story 
cf old Sir Arthur Redgauntlet, delivered in pure 
Scotch dialect, is surpassed by few incidents in the 
work. It is sufficiently superoatural to give us an 
idea ofthe people atthe time in which these events 
transpired. 

The next incident is somewhat ridiculous; for Lat- 
imer is found fiddleing and dancing alternately, in the 
presence of the angelic ** Green Mantle ;” an ob- 
jection founded siniply on the ridiculous figure a young 
man would cut so situated, 

Banaventure the apparent catholic priest, but who 
by the way, taurus out to be no other than Civarles 
Edward, a prince and strong adherent to the Stuart 
line, isa fine drawn character, and evinces all the 
dignity of oppressed royalty. 

The reader cannot but be delighted with the ingen. 
uous manner in which the author brings al] his char 
acters, as if by accident, tothe ino of old Cracken- 
thrope,-where the conspiratots against the govern 
ment hold a mecting, among whom Redgauntlet and 
ptiuce Edward figure to great advantage. The hon- 
est Quaker, and poor Peebles, add considerable in- 
terest. ‘Traitor Nixon and Capt. Ewart, take their 
exit fully to the wishes of the reader. 

To conclude, if any think from some of the last 
productions of this author, he has degenerated, they 
will probably conelude on a perusal of Redgauntlet, 
thathe bas fully redeemed his former reputation. 

P.W.1. 





a 





FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 


LORD BYRON.—Agcary. 
Messrs, ALLEN & WATTS, 


In your paper of last week, I noticed an article 
headed ** Lord Byron,” and in justification of the 
** high and fiery genius of that nobleman,” I confess 
my surprise, that a paper devoted to the Ladies’, 
publisbedin a city renowned for its pure and unaf- 
fected moraiity, and a nice sense of feeling and pro- 
priety, should have given currency to an article, 
whose projessed abject is a defence of the most prof- 
ligate individual, the most immoral poet, and the 
most unprincipled of that poets productions, 

Witbout adverting particularly to ** Childe Har- 
old,” characterized as it is by all the beauties of song, 
and all the gloomy, misanthropic, and dissolute prin- 
ciples and feelings of an abandoned sceptic; it is 
sufficient for me only to name ** Don Juan,” to justi- 
fy all the censure which nas been, or can be heaped 



























ity and vice, or inclinations which must soun lead 
her to the most degrading results. 


morality and vice. It is the duty of a-public cen- 
sor to strip it of its blandishments, if it conceals be- 
neath them a thorn or wound to poison-those who 
handle it. It is thus with the works of Lord Byron 
generally. The same personification of a gloomy, 


to ridicale the sacred things connected with our holy 













should be exiled, poetry denounced, anc Lord By- 


devotion to its cause, ought not to lead us to forget 
thé vices of the man, and the waywardness of his 
muse ; but recall one of hisown lines, that truly de- 
picts him to the world. 
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on the whitened sepulchre of this deceased hero. 


Recar to that poem, (if you dare,) and you will dis- 
cover on every page of it, either some odious pic- 


ture, some dissolute individual, lascivious thoughts, 
or some disgusting ribaldry of all that we hold 
most sacred in morals or reliziou. 1 confess to my) 
shame, that I have read some of its cantos ; and with- 
out pretending or feeling any extraordinary squeam. 
ishness in relation to such subjects, my whole morai 
system was disgusted with the dissolute, abandon- 
edand odious principles inculcated directly or indi- 
rectly in that work. Justifyas you may the “ ver 
satility'of talent displayed in it by his Lordship,” go 
still further, and depict the faseination it possesses in 
poetical beauties ; factious, jokey and playfal sar- 
casm; and you only add other facts tending to the 
more dreadful condemnation of talents thus prosti- 


tuted, and a gift divine, so infamously employed. 
A lady who could suffer herself to read such a 
work, must either have a mind tainted with valgar- 


The halo of genius shonid never blind us to im- 


misanthropical and sceptical being, the same attempts 


religion, the same recklessness of moral principle, 
and the same dissolution of feelings runs through 
them all.. We may admire his poetical flights, his 
bold figures and imagery, his accurate and striking 
descriptions of the sublime in nature and the beauti- 
ful mvart ; but if with these we are obliged to feel 
witb bim a scorn for our fellow beings, to indulge in 
sarcasm on all that is beautiful-in morality and. re- 
ligion, to feel our love of purity giving way before 
his‘ luscious and profligate descriptions, and doubt as 
he douhts of that immortality which is our joy, hope, 
and comfort in this world, it is far better that genius 


ron/utterly forgotten. Even his love of liberty, and 


** Link’d with one virtue and a thousand crimes.” 
PASCHAL. 
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CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 
The brutality which some men manifest toward 


animals, must arise from a natural and innate wick- 
edness of disposition, and a perversity of the heart. 
It cannot well grow out of ones education, because 
humanity is always inculcated in the strongest man- 
ner. We were highly pleased on seeing an account 


in a paper of thiscity, ofa sentence passed upon a 


truckman at the municipal court, by which he was 


awarded to pay a fine and costs amounting in the 
whole to about thirty dollars, for unmercifelly beat- 
ing hishorse in the publichigh way. . 

It is’ sufficiently annoying to a man of any feeling 
to witness such scenes while passing through the 
streets where they happen, but how much more so 
must it be te females who live in the immediate vicin- 
ity where they take place. A man who isso brutal 


as tocommit such acts of cruelty, ought to be ime | 
mediately dismissed by his employer ; for brutality | 
is alwaysaccompanied by ignorance, and as sure as 


he is punished in a court of justice for beating his 
horse, he will ever after harbour a spite against the 
animal, and do every thing in his power to torment 
hima. He can find plenty of opportunities to do this 
so that the law shall not reach him. It isan easy 
matter whenever he goes into-the stable in the 
morning, to «give his horse a blow er two over 


the head, when no one is by to take the pour animals | 


part ; besides in his ordinary routine of passing 
through the streets, he can give him double or treble 
‘he number of lashes, that are necessary to urge him 
forward with his burthen and no ove will notice it. 


Whatever citizen took the trouble to bring this man 

































to justice was certainly engaged in a righteous 
cause; and it is to be hoped that no citizen will in 
fature permit a similar* occarrence to pass unnotic- 
ed. We hold it a duty that every editor owes to the 
public, to notice such transactions, and to publish 
them tothe world as a warning to others not to be: 
guilty of similar transgressions. 

Extract of a letter from Havre, dated June24.. ‘‘The 
Marquis de LA FAYETTE has at length decided on 
visitiog North America, prior to his final exit from 
this globe. He has engaged that beautiful fine ship 
the Cadmus, Capt. Allyor (late Whitlock), to land 
him at New-York, with his son, who accompanies 
him, with a very limited suite. They sail from 
hence on the 19th of next month. ‘This information 
comes from-Capt. Allyor, who only arrived from 
Paris last evening, than whom a more gentlemanly 
nan could not be selected for so important a charge. 
The’ Marquis refused the offer of a line-of battle ship 
to be sent for him, chiefly onaecount of the expense 
it would be tothe American government.”—Pall. 

MELANCHOLY WrstTATion.—In a thunder storm, 
at Worcester, Ostego county, N. York, 26th ult. a 
dwelling house, occupied by Mr. Walter Everton, . 
was blown down and totally destroyed by the resist- 
less fury of the wind. Of the tenants of the house, 
Mrs. Everton, two of her children, of the ages of 12 
and 9, and Miss Betsey Childs, aged 19, were in- 
stantly killed. Three other children of Mr. E. were 
much bruised, one of them,a daughter of 15, it is 
supposed fatally, and Mr. E. and his mother consid- 
erably injured. 








HartTFoRD, Aug. 2 . Ayoung gentleman, Clerk to 
Col. L. P. Tinker of Vernon, was riding in a Sulkey 
from his home towards Hartford. In passing a thick - 
et, near the edge of Manchester, a ball was fired 
from it, Which went through the rim of his hat. This 
was about an hour after sunrise on Wednesday morn- 
ing. Whether the shot was designed, or accidentally 
cannot be determined, as nothing further has been 
discovered. 





MARRIED, 

In this city, Charles T. Hildreth, M. D. of Am- 
herst, N.H. to Mrs, Elizabeth Fle et Dunton, daugh- 
ter of Ephraim Elliot, Esq. .Mr. Joseph L. Ham- 
mond to Miss Sarah G. Hooper... William Moody, 
Esq. wer. to Miss. Elizabeth Smithwick, of Neweas- 
tle. Mr, William Dyer, of the firm of Dyer, Studley 
& Co. to’ Miss Hannah Green Lewis. Mr. Alvia 
W. Babbit, to Miss Frances E. Young. Mr. Norman 
G. Rose to Miss Lydia Yendall. Mr. Joseph Dolbear 
to Mrs, Jane Loyd Gap. Walter Crocker to Miss - 
Caroline Jones. - 

Rare sport.—In Alabama, .Mr. Levin Hansworth, 
aged serenty, to Miss Martha Cole, in her fourteenth 
year. (((77"25-dollars for the first boy ! In the same 
state, Mr. Martin Moody, aged twenty fire, *to Miss 
Hurgur, aged sixty ; also, Mr. Webber aged seventy 
three, to Miss Ray, aged about ¢wenty. » 

At Marsfield, Mr. Asa Lapham, aged ninety, to Mrs. 
Jane Vinal, aged furly. 

! 

| 

i 

! 





DIED, 


In this city, Mr.-Lewis Farnum, agetl 31) Miss - 
Mary Hobert of Hingham, aged 27.. Widow Mary 
Crombie, aged 80. Mis. Sarah Hutchinson, aged 45, 
Mis. Catharine Webber, aged 43. Capt. Thomas 
Howe, aged 61. Mrs. Mary Doggett, aged 89." Ann 
Frothingham Scott, aged20 months. Miss Margaret 
Maheny, aged 9. Georgé Lawrence, aged 4 months, 
Miss Margaret Cazneau, aged 50. Mr. baban Whit- 
/comb, aged 45. Widow Mary Dean, aged 68. Mrs, 
| Bathsheba Marshall, of Plymouth,’ aged 67. Merty 
| Low. 
| An inquisition was taken in this city on Monday on 
a view of the body-of aman name unknown—fotnd 
drowned in Charlies River, at the varth part of the 
jcity. He had ona pair of blue pantaloons, coarse 
diawere,and a white cotton shirt, bet no other out. 
| side garmeuts. Any-.person having knowledgé of apy . 
one Missing, is requested to inform the subscriber. 
THOM4$S BADGER, Coroner-of Suffull Ooi: x 
Boston, Aug. $2 1824. 
ja Salem, widow flanneh Atkinson, aged 7: 
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LAMENT OF WALLACE THE BRAVE, 


The following beautiful and pathetic lines were 
written by Lornp Byron; but as they have 
never been published in his works, we think they 
will not be unacceptable to our readers. 

The night-wind breath’d a dying fal), 

And heaven’s fair face was clouded ; 

The stars were gone, and in night’s black pall, 
The silver moon was shrouded. 


Not a sound was heard on the lonely hill, 
Save the night-bird fearfully shrieking ; 
All else around was deadly and still, 
While Wallace’s heart was breaking. 


The chieftain stood on Ellerslie’s height, 
While its towers were dimly burning ; 

His far-flashing eye grew dark at the sight, 
When he thought of no home returning. 


The peasant hies to his lonely shed, 
** With a tender bosom to bless him ; 
On a pallet of straw he lays his head, 
And his prattling babes caress him. 


But alas! no bosom-friend, babe have I, 
Of home and all they’ve bereft me; 

My coach, my plaid, and my roof the sky, 
Are all that vengeance has left me. 


The harp is not heard in Ellerslie’s halls, 
In dust are its battlements lying ; 

No more that sweet voice of my Marion calle, 
Like tne tone of an angel, dying ! 


Coid and blanch’d are those ruby-lips, 
That murmur’d with angel sweetness ; 


And dark are those eyes in death’s eclipse, 
That beam’d celestial brightmegs. 


And gone forever to endless rest : 

A eherub of heaven’s twin brother ; 
A babe that never a sire’s lip prest, 
Nor clung tothe breast of a mother. 


A murderet’s curse was thy funeral hymn, 
Thy death-taper redden’d the eky; 

And the pall that wrapt each beautiful limb ; 
Was the ashes of Ellerslie !” 


A chilling damp o’er his bosom crept, 
And a tear in his dark eye started ; 

And he wept—the Godlike warrior wept— 
For his angel of peace was departed. 


He dash’d the tear from his blood-shothot eye, 
And spoke with a voice of thunder! 

** My home is my country! then forward! to die 
Rending its chains asunder. 


Then, with thine, my love, in a world of bliss, 
Shall mingle my own pure spirit ; 

And those joys, a coward denied me in this, 
There shall my bosom inherit. 


A vulture drank the strain of thy heart, 
And thy unborn babe’s together ; 





But ere this eagle-spirit shall part, . 
The heart ofthat vultere shall wither. 


Ob, murderer! ere to-motrow’s sun 

Shall purple the orient billow, 

The sand of thy wretched life shall be run, 
And thy own bleod redden thy pillow. 


Widdow’'d and childless! ha? coward, beware! 
Thy heart’s blood shall make retribution! 

No child of thine shall hear thy last prayer, 

Or weep overthy dissolution. 


Writhe on! oh God! that sleepis your last! 
And moments are few you shall number ; 

For the demon is up andriding the blast, 
That breaks on a marderer’s slumber. 


Down you sink to your own native Hall, 

Blood stained with the hearts you have broken ! 
The spectre of death is ringing thy knell— 
Remember that Wallace hath spoken.” 


In the moonlight he wav’d thatfatal brand, 
With the gore of his Marion streaming ; 
And cried, as it shook in his terrible hand, 
‘© The destroying angel is coming ‘” 
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FOR THE WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
TO MY FAITHFUL OLD NIGHT-CAP. 
Messrs. Editors,—By inserting the following lines 
addressed to an old faithful servant, that has from 
time immemorial been in our family, and is likely to 
remain so, until the last branch of it becomes ex- 
tinct, you will oblige a subscriber. 


Thou faithful old night-cap that hangs at the bed 
Darn’dover with white, once thy colour was red ; 
In time to appear in a dress that is new, 

Of green, or of yellow, or some other hue ; 
Thou friend of my grandfather, thou friend of my dad, 
Still the faithful old night-cap that hangs at the bed. 


Thou friend of my youth, stilla friend now I’m old, 
Though Bachelors scoff, and old maidens scold, 

The neglect of the prude, and the scoff of the beau, 
The handmaid of rest, andthe solace of woe, 

Thy kindness still proffers, then ne’er let it be said, 
It is useless,—the old night-cap that hangs at the bed. 


ln thy brothers of knight hood, age struts debonair, 

{n the night-cap of lawn blooms the face of the fair, 

With the white of the lilly, and the tint of the rose, 

And the blush of Aurora when they awake from 
repose, 

Then how gracefully folded on the pillow is laid, 

The night-cap of lawn, to be bung at the bed, 


When supplanted thou art laid aside in the bag, 

With Linnen or Cotton or some other rag, 

To be bound into folio or in quarto to shine ; 

Then fame round thy temples fresh garlands shall 

twine, 

The olive of peace,—when the muses shal! wed 

The faithful old night-cap that hung at the bed, 
CRANMER, 

——aED 111900 oo —— 


Light Readings. 





Three Irishmen having four dollars, they wished to 
divide them equally, and seeing that it was impossi- 
ble to split the odd dollar, were about giving up the 
point: at last says one, ** by St. Patrick, I*ve hit upon 
it, Rere’s two for you two and fwo for me too.” 








ANECDoTE.—A learned clergyman in Maine, was - 


lately accosted in the following manner, by an illiter- 
ate preacher who despised education ; * Sir, you 
have been to college, I suppose.” * Yes sir,” was 
the reply. ‘* lam thankful, rejoined’? the former, 
‘“* that the Lord has opened my mouth to preach, 
without any learning.” ‘ 4 similar event,” replied 
the latter, ‘* took place in Balaam’s time, but such 
things are of rare occurrence at the present day.” 


































A fantastical preacher quarrelled with his friend on 
Christmas Eve, ** If | were Abel said the parson, [ 
would Cain you.” I don’t care .-dam for you, ex- 
claimed the other, your religions isa mere Job. 





Notick.—Just receive and for sell, a few plan of 
Dry Dock, and de improvement which le Citoyen 
Guerlaine, had de honneur to suggest for de consid- 
eration of de Governmenment of de United State, 
Some beautiful picture of Bloody Arena, and superb 
draft of te graude Salt Mountain lately discover in 
Lucy Anna. Dey will be dispose of onterm de most 
economical, a few Bank stock, more or less, will be 
receive in payment, those who purchase must make 
apply directly, as de undersigued mean to exert his 
energies to retarn to de enlighten government of 
France, to manage his affair in his own way, unem- 
barrass by too much regulation, unoppress by fiscal 
exaction. 

Februarie, twelve year of French Republic, one and 
indivisible, ROBERJOT. 

WoMAn’s TONGUE.—A doctor visiting his patient, 
a lady, requested tolook at her tongue. She open- 
ed her mouth, and put the end of her tongue out. 
The doctor said, put it out a little further, madam : 
and was under the necessity of repeating it several 
times, the lady only putting out her tongue a trifling 
distance ‘each time. At length the Doctor remark- 
‘ed, put itoutas far as possible, madam. ‘* Lord doc- 
tor,” says she, **you must think there is no end toa 
woman’s longue. 





THe DrunKARD.—The drunkard is the annoy- 
ance of modesty; the troubte of ciyility; and the 
spoiler of wealth. 





CO-PARTNERSHIP FORMED. 


7RVHE subscribers respectfully inform their friends 
i. and the public, that they have formed a connex- 
ion in the Printing Business, under the firm of 


ALLEN & WATTS, 
All kinds of Book and Job Printing will be executed 
by them at reasonable prices, with neatness, punctu- 
‘ality aud despatch, at the office of the WEEKLY 
Macazine, Vo. 11 Merchants’-Hall,-where orders are 
respectiully solicited. 
) EBEN. K. ALLEN, 
THOMAS S. WATTS. 


Boston Pocket-Book, and Fancy Mo- 


rocco Work Manufactory. 
AMES DYER (directly opposite the Old South) 
is constantly manufacturing, and offers for sale, a 
great variety of 





LADIES’ 
Pocket-Books, Thread Cases, Reticules, Card Cases, 
Miniature and Locket Cases, Back Gammon Boards, 
&c. &c. on the most reasonable terms, for cash or 
credit. March 27. 





TOM AND JERRY. 
FEW dozen copies of ‘Tom and Jerry, 
‘A. for sale at this office. 

















PRINTED ann PUBLISHED, 
BY ALLEN & WATTS, 
No. 11, Merchants’ Hall, where Subscriptions 
will be received. . 
Tersus—TWO DOLLARS per annum—half yearly 
in advance. No paper discontinued until order- 
ed by the subscriber, and arrearages paid, 
icy Letters to the publisher must be post-paid. 
| - (4=-Gommudications will be received through the 
'Post-Olfice. 
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